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'EDITORIAL

Since I am a revolving editor, I should, presumably, write a revolving editore
ial, I don't know how this is dcone, however, so thia editorial shall be & re-
volting one instead, It shall revolt apgainat a mmver of things,

Item: Why, for example, should S=F fan publications number their pages accor-
ding to the prosaic decimel sycten? Ve read of nodern calculating machines
using the binary systam, Why not we? In the binary system there are only two
digits: "1" and "O", Our peges ara so nmumbored. See if you can figure this
numbering system ocut for yourself,

Item: Why should the averars editorial either praise the magazine's contents
to the skies or else apcloglza abje-tly for not doing a better Job? Praise or
ceriticism is properly left to the resders, prefcrubly in lettera to the edit-
ors, Suffice it to szy that the contents of the mnapgazine generally reflect
the capabllities of the edltors and the contributors,

Jtem: Why bore you with Shanpri-li's orranizaticnal detaile? Well, why not?
Shangri~LA is tho official magazine of LASFS, is supported by funds from the
club treasury, end ausmerted by monies sont In by Asscclate members, Editorial
policy is set by a four-man board, each of whom, in turn, takes over an issue,
Outcide help and unselicited manuscripts arc welcome, provided that  persons
submitting material don't get med if we reject their masterpleces.

Item: Why should fanzines give free publicity to fanzines,conventicns, worthe
while activities, ete. lie don't. San Diego fans paid us {832 fer stating
that this Wostercon will bo the finest yet, The Scfence riction hdvertiser
gave each member of the Editorial Roard a free ccpy of the "Outsider" for a
short plug, and 15% of contributions to the worthwhile "Walter Willis Trip"
are to bh turned over to our fourecolor cover fund. And so forth,

Item: Why should fanzinea print poor fietion? Shauncri=_. has printed poor
prose and poor poetry in the past, Ye won't do it any more, even if by ref-
using to do so, we are failinz to encourase strugpling smiryonic writers, If
any s,e, writers want to appear here, let them polish up thelr manuseripts,
Incidentally, there's a2 possibility that we may have a real gex next issue,
There's a fellow with the improbable name of Blackbeard who....

Item: What are you aticking around for? Go read the reat of the mag, already!
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The editor paced the floor impatiently, It was nine-thirty, ‘and the mailman
hadn't arrived yst, He should hava come half an hour ago, Suddenly the door
burat open, Here 1t 18, the moilman said, extending the brown nine=by-twelve
envelope, Thanks, the editor said, grabbing the preciocus racka-e,

He went to his desk and shoved obhor business asida, Tearing open the flap, he
extracted the letter accompanying the marmuseript. It was {rom Joseph Greenhorn,
A tear of adniration filtered into his eye as he roaslized this was a firat sube
mission, Ons glance at the manuscript and he roulized that here wvas a story he
wvould be unable to lay down, once he picked it up,

He picked it up, Three hours later hs remembored to cancel his lunch date with
the blande babe across the hall in the insurance office, To hell with her, he
thought, This is more important, (He had just pot to sheet 28 where the first
climax was,) So he kept on reading,

That night he stayed up 1nte reading the manuscript for the tenth time, He waa
testing the power of the story to resist teredec, The only way to test that is
to read it fifteen or twenty times one aftar ancther, If you don't get the sane
thrill on the tenth reading, the story lacks something. Also, that vey you can
find the places that pet boring after several readings, and when they begin to
otand out like sore thumbs, you can figure out what to do about then,

Two days and 5/ readinpe later, moat of the weak spots were atandirg out like
score thumbts, Thoy could easily be fixed up, Right now the editor was looking
ahead, planning what spot in the mag tc put the story in, and what iasue., The
story was 23,82 words long. A hard length to fit in, It would take 37 pages,
lacking two lines, A joke or samething would have to be used to fill the reat
of the last page, Or maybe there was some way of padding the story an extra
90 vards, or of cutting it 810 words,

He started reading the story over and over, trying to find placos where a vord
could be cut, . He found same, but they added up to oaly 59 words,
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A tight story, well written, That took anotner four daya. His vife was mad at
him becaucse he opent all night on the thing every nigit.

He worried avout the author, too, Tha poor pguy must ba on pins and needles
walting for word about his story. But it would lLe batter to wait until every-
thing was fixed up, Thare was tho word rato, tco, l!low could he talk the owrem
into paying for it? They were bastards, tia owners. Kever underatanding
that money couldn't bogin to compensats the writar for his werk. lave to get
that worked ocut, f{llake a momo to have a conference with the omer and the
stockholders, )

The owner's in Florlda, daan him, Won't be Lack fcr ten more days. Well, any=
way, it will take him that much —~ore tine to fisure out the prcllems, To hell
with the wiffe, What does sho know gbout beinr an editor anyway? He shoves the
wife out of his thoughts and rendd the story ajain, Samsething weak in it yet
anyway, or he wouldn't be thinking about the wife, And if it were 90 words
longer ox 810 werds shorter, it would fit the pages, Beginning writer, though.
Not up on thoso tochnicalities like. the cldtirors, A real cenius, though. Good
ctory, (Mako & memo to serxl the owhor a wire to get the hell back to town,)

Cod, what a story. Only one wealt chn.rnctcu':, and he could be fixed up Bdasily.
Maybe tho writer wouldn't stand for it, though, and the poor guy is rrobably
getting impationt. Ta hell with tha owner, Send the guthor a eiieck, But the
owner has to ckay the check too, dam hia, There ough%t to bo 2 law against
Florida,. QGr the cffico gould bo noved down thare. That weill Yo betier, Then
he could lie on the beach and study tie ramascripti,

God, ‘throe waeeks alrendy elace tho script came, Wonderful story, Too bad about
the climsy length, Too good & sty to cut or paj even ten words. And it'd be
a hellwva note to stick a joka cfior tie end. i..abt  onding leaves cne raoping
with admiration, What the heil can I do? Gecd, I hLats to pase this story um,
Some othor editar will get it, and I'1l lose : !ob Wiz the boss finds ocut I
passed it up, And the poor writer, All thLoze w:'s, it I gotta do samething,
I'1]1 write a letter,

God, I'vo written fifty letters and tora tler up. Hew can I tell the guy what
I mean? If I owned the rag I'd publish 1t and to liell with the clumsy lenpth
and that weck charactar, Goud story, Onl; helf of it bores ms so far, T won=
der—==guch a genlua mirht undarsta:nd eveun 1f I didn't write a lstter——ard he
probably understando tiat I did oy beat, God, I eed a vacation in Flerida oy~
salf after spondinz day and night onm thla atory for «ver a conth. laybo the
guy'll knowe=I'1l just otick a rejoctioa slip in wlti ths mgnuseript and ogerd
it back, A favor to ldm, -eally, . iUe'll {13 a Letter markot, I rag's no
good for quality stutf like this aayway., Foudors too damn stupld to arprociate
it, VYonder w';* ha sant it, God, I'm aslipw! to cvon'sign oy nnme to the re-
Jeetion 8lip. Don't thiok I willea

8 ke R abr

The above i3 a varsn's=oye view of what an oditar does act do, Iven thourh you
think he should~=io your story,  :ere's w.al aciuaglly hapjorns—

Editor fixes poutman with baleful glarc. Throw tno geddar.a crap on that * table
over there. Don't bothor me, He staria tc turn back to hla sciesors by thinks
again, and 7ets up, In fairnose ta tho othors he  has to lift up thepils
of sulm!ssiona and put the latest arrivals on the bottam, lie returns to his
desk, (Continued on Page 11000)
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JUST ‘A
MINUTE

During the last quarter a lot of water went under tha bridge and a lot of hot
air out of the w!ndowsa of the clubroaz.

It mostly started about three neetings hefore the last §hagrv, with a Daughe
erty tirade on the asscciate-member setup, and LASFS incompetence in general, of
This wvas followed in quick succession by Everett's Gallup Cormrittee, whiciﬂr
soon netanorphoged to the Inplementation Committea—=it was oripinally intended

to poll club nembers and find out what was wreng with LASTS, At the same time,

Eph btroached a plen for the rovival or rejuvenation of 3hangri-la, which call-

ad for a pormanent board of four editora, and rerulted in icis 1ssue.

The Implementation Caruittee tacu;ht faorth a series of recarmendatlons, essen-
tially boiled dewn froc tha Gallup report, whode acceptability had btaan debat-
od and voted upon, lbre detate followed, Then ceme an armendment to the old
constitution, pernmitting ths club to supjylant it, Thia act followed with ine
noral speed, with the result thet LASFS now has a now constitution and set of
by-laws barely distinpuilshgble from the old by & groater degree of ccherence,

lioarvhila, Director Quattrochi beca::o a futher, and hereupon traveled the busy
roac to wrack, ruin, end resigoetion of liis office dua to too much ouvtside
work, Other resfgners included Sen!or Corx:itteenan Clinton and Editor Kepner.
Successors weres Forry for director (this created a nice parliamentary dilerra,
since with Frauk's and £d's rosigraticns, Feorry's quitting his junior commit-
teeman poat left &n exao comalttoe of two to appoint bhim director, However, a
little bench=packin- a:d un=rosiming cet all well), Dot Faulkner amxd Ev Evans
as junior and senior corritteemen, and Jim Vilson as editor,

Highlights of tha pest desan —estinss (cutside of a sort of distorted view of
how the politburo looks in actien) have included lengthy comiantaries and
inside views of Palner and Ziff Davis by pro'p log Phillips and S, J. Byrne;
a new capurtoertation of all Forry's announcemonts, called "Forrest lurmur-
ings"; & colorful and startling dioplay of thiosulfate crystalliszing between
polaroids; S, J. Lyrne discoursing on indean tressures; Sterling ilacoboy fram
Ausirelia, completa with dry wit; Richard Grey, isq., sape; and a moat hyvater-
ical announcement that a ten-nile-long spaceship is hovering over San Diego,

Incidertal $fntellijence; The tressury has beon alinbing atendily all apring,

And, of course, there was the usual spaculation as to who's poing to think up
the next "rational" ex tion for the flying eaucers, creation of the un-
verse (oh, there, Hoyle!), and the llagasine of Fantasy and SF,
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PRORBELEM
e
FRACRECON

David L Jox

¥

It has occurred to me that there is ona problem of 1life on other worlds yhich
has, apparently, soc far escaped the notice of both the factuml and ficticnal
writors on extratarrestrial subjects, That difficulty may be atated in one
worl--traction, Here is =& cquestion which on Earth intcrests us only when wve
attenpt to walk on a slippary surface, or when driving dcwi a road e mile a
ninmute and a pedestrian or a charp curve loc:s ahead,

On such a world as the Moor, or oven liars, this problem would be of grave in-
portance, On the lioon, for instance, an objoct weighs asbout cne=sixth of vhat
it doos on Earth, Therefore, not only would wheeled vehiclea have difficulty
naking sharp turns at speeds rmuch above five milea per hour, but even a man in
a spaco suit would find himsel{ in sarious trouble if he wore not careful,

Inmagine the plight of 2 man out for a little exploration, who, having mnastered
sone of the skills of walking under low rravity, is bounding along when he sees
an abyss some thirty feet ahead of hin, Haturally, his first thought is to stop
short of 1t. But this is not to be, Our victin s been travelling at a good
six or seven miles per howr, and against the {nertia of his two-hundred some
pounda of masa, the trection afforded by the, feetle gravity of the lioon is fu-
tile, As our friend popa over the edge of the chasm and berins his fail, he
otservea mnother truth of lunar physics--although he weighs only a sixth of his
normal Larth=-weigit, he has enly to fall eix times as far a3 a given Earth dis-
tance to end up just &s messily. Since our hypothetical alyss 1s atout GO0 feet
deep, our man loarns this the hard way.

To cmme back to the wheeled vehicles; Mr. Clarke, mw.
refors to tho prolable use, on the lioon, of electri y driven trucks, with
secled cabing for the drivers, beins used to haul dirt, equipment, etc., about
the lunar tase-—and, in fact, it i1s hard to conceive of any kind of large in-
stallation without its complement of trucks, personnel cars, etc, DBut hera low
grevity, in some cases an advantare, nakes a basic difficulty-~of what use ia a
truck which cannct be driven ovor ten nilea an howr? True, on a straight high-
way, with no curves and no cbatructions, ono might drive up to twanty or thirty
milas per hour with some depree of conirol, Ons could stop in about the dis-
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tance that a car going 120 or 180 riilea per hour could on Zarth, and the effect
of a head-on colliaior would be onlv that caused by 20 or 30 niles per hour
terrestrial velocily, Lowovocs, for ary transportation involving mmerous sherp
turns, the wehicle wculd be redvced to a crawl; and an operation requiring many
starts and steps would consist in larpe part of long periods in which the wvehi-
cle either skiddad endlossly to a long=delayed stop, or accelerated from a
standstill with ludicrous alowress; the driving whoels spinning ineffectusally
as they failed tec grip the lunar soil,

The only mention of any solution to this prohlem in fiction ar non-fiction that
I can recsll is in Robert Heinlein's "The Long Watch", in which a character
ricdes a "traclerccket® acroes the lioon's surface; starting rapidly, traversing
curves over a lunar mountain, and stoppiig abruptly.

Here, than, are two parts of 2 posalble solution, First, whare possible, build
a track systam on vwhich the cars are not only ruidod horizontally, but are
locked onto the tracks by under—wheels., Tcis would Le useful where there are
ragular runs, such as ietween & larpge baro aid a apaco-port., Secend, for light
peraonnel vehlcles fer use independent c¢f tracls, snall rocket engines mountad
fore and aft, to give quick atarting and Wraking, A car of this sort could get
ita prorulsion oainly fren its wheels, with the rocket used for starta, stope,
and cnergencies,

The above are two partial solutions to the yroblem, which may te useful in the
spacial cases described, The probatility rensina that as man ectablishes perm-
anent bases on lura, the cther roons, or lars, he will be plarued by the rela-
tive lack of firn contact with the ground undermeath him, e may well envy
thoae grourdlinrca who had senso encugh to stay on a world with zravity strong
anouch to keep a man's feol firnmly on the ground -

SCIENCE FICTION ADVELTISDH
1745 Kenzeth Road, Clendale 1, California. 75¢/years, 1,00/8 issues

Originally a mimeorraphed fanzine ccncicting eatirely of ads, and distributed
among tho srall roup of fantasy ccl!octora and tradera, SCIENCE FICTICH AD=-
VORTISEL Las grown to Lecome virtually a prolessional puhlication that offers
much more ti.an interesting ads. It is currently jJust about the only pubilcas-
tion extant which publishes and pays for critical writing on science fiction,

The current issue, for example, contains a multitude of very cuipalle and dis-
coerning books reviews, has a ha'f-tone i{llo for ¢ cover, and features the se-
cond ang concludin~ part of a iorz ard exhaustive irlo on A, E, van Vogt by
Arthe Jean Sox, A2l of tnis [n addition %o a wrrfatr " ads and anrounce-
nonts cf exiraie Irterost {o ove e noet casual scisrce [iction exthusiast,

The man primarily roazpors’tle £-3 thls 1s No” Jquires, who soms years ago took
over the starpering TAAY AV . ZITIR fron ite provious publisher, and with a
goal in nind, rcally tonod Hies xed teca Just a scrt of fantasy chopping news
into a very imporient ed ’rteorcaiiie :r;2%lne, Priled Ly photo offsct, froc
catorial varitrped by tao hosdioy)=ap Sqires Lincelf, SCIEICE FICTION ADVER=-
TISIE ia a pleasure to behold cnd Lo read.

Recomended unreservedly to anyone interestod in science ficticn.

A I e it JITE AN AR
S ; o0 A |
g s Ll L S TR DI 1, 4 LY |
- = A I i e _;J -
- B s T =T Tl A
M el i TR s SRR, -

a=]1]lex



Extracts from editorial comments, Volune 1,'No. 6, of the l!ﬁguine of Fantasy
and Sclence Fictionm

LEST DREAMIRS DRCLAM by Nay Stradivari

Your editors have often sald that scieuce fictic. 1s really fantasy, under the
guise of a label, Herewith as neat a little pcstiche on tho futility of pro-
greas as you oould want, You will see more of this writer; wa have 73 of his
gtories in our backlog, and this present wcrk was selectod, befors it was
vritten, for a leadinr enm:al anthology.

CO0 GO0 by R, Jeta MNoir

Herewith a happy addition to our Bureau of Urimaginstive Zoology. Who could
resist the tenptation of the Goo Coc, a most remarkable little creature whose
outatanding attribute, wo assure you, is revealed only on the last pate of
thia delightful ahort atory, Sciones fiction in the liphter vein is all too
rars,

BLESSED ARE THEY by H., H, Whitle

Here we revert to I==for in this case it was I wha bought this story, It is
probably no mecret that H, H, White ia my partner 4in crime in writing these
blurbsa and editing 1F’SF, liere fantasy and sciunce are pkllfully hbhlended by
ona of the subtlest masters of the detectiva story now activae,

THE TII(E lIiACHINE by H, G, Wells

It ia alvays cne of the pleasures of editins a magazine to be the first to
print a new writer., Here we have such a find—and we're willing to bet that
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readers, Title should be: ihe S ¥umber three is again of the aditors,
this time doing a balancing act between acionce fiction and fantasy. The guy
nt the botton hac lost kis head cver the whole thing,

Mumber four is a portrait of the editors again,looking for something they loat
way in the middle of the air. Ilhuher five illustrates the current issus of
Astounding Science Fiction, Ilumber six is particularly fascinating, truly in
the ascience fiction vein, It'c a atudy of the inslde of a pullman ccach leoaded
with sleepwalkera, Hunber seven ia quite yollow,

thmber eight is based on the folk song,Aupt * | %}ﬁ or Smilin'
- Ihrough, while number nine shows what heppe when Bonestel oS ucn—eiﬁ
at the editors. lhomber ten? The editers azain, playing hide and seek! Number
eleven i8 cbvicusly not a study of tha editoirs——or is 1t? [lupber twelre makas
sense, a3 do runbers fourteen and fifteen, jAmber thirteen ia a somowhat in-

determinate item,,and could well be known as cither Eegk-A-Uloo or Mg Are MNot

Anyway, they make good time-killera, And even Sonestell, sometines!
Ly S .1 ]

For a momeant let us turn our atten-
tion to what time is bound to judge
‘8 one of the graateat of all sci-
ance fiction short atories, It is 3
to the oternal credit of Anthony \ N
Soucher and J. Francies HcConam that \
they bought and published this mag-

terpiece; for, so remarkable a story
i3 1t, that editors and oditorial
1aate belng what thaey are, it ia

possible that
night not have a% Hﬁhare.
Kris Neville, whc if he never writes

anything aegain will be famous fora-
ever for this one, has said that {id

m ten't really a acience
etion atory and that the tale

could have teen written around any such nomentous achievement as beinpg the
first pan on the moon, This is not quite true, for, even though time and re-
ality cay pass it by and render it forever untrue, it remains sclence fiction
not for its material content but for the eternal nessace it bears, Who would
dare ssy that it is not a science fiction concept that the glamour of scienti-
fic achievenent passes inte the commonplace?

It would not ba hard to go into unreascning ccataales over ﬁ m
If ever there haa been a perfoct story, porfeci in construction orm, tuis

is it, In it ia reflected the horrible unthinking cruelty of little children,
the bitterness and futility of hercism, the fickleness of the human mind, Froo
the opening santence the reeder senses, through the srug nind of young Joey,
ine imminence of somethinz unrloarant; 4t is soon apparent that 0ld ldan Hen=-
lerscn is a person who has descenced from a height; but the shock of learning
what his ahievement had baen, told as it wae in opposition emotionally to the
casual, condascending nostineas of the child Joey who lacks all compréhension
of the heroism he derides in Old ifan Hendorson, 1a utterly stumning, It is
cnmething we have never thought of before, that gur hero, the man who will
noneday go to the rioon, that his fana, like all others, will pass away. This
3.0ry, more than all the epica and expansive space oporu ever urit.tnn, puts
an and his momentary ahievements in proper perspective, ConTH PRGE LD
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we'll esa his name again., This present effort by Wells is a time-worn vari-
atien on a time-worn theme——as fresh and charming as the title sugpesta,
e updw

Whatever may be said about the i{agazine of Fantasy ard Science Fiction by its
detractors—-which, by and large, includes the writer of this article--it is
the first megazine in the field to publish consistently good fantasy humor,
The term "fantasy" is used hera becauss it 1s scrowhot @ifTicult te determine
where humorous scienece fictlon becomes fantasy. For exanmple, what is it that
80 clearly demarcates the de Cemp-FPratt Gavagan's Bar stories as fantasy,while
Nearing and Bretnor are just as clearly acience fiction? It is not enough to
say that it is the content of the stories: what is so particularly scientific
about the Ghurrs or Professor Nangsom!'5 noble adventuresa?

This, of course, 1s an excellent demonstration of the enomaly of the magazine
itself, Negerdless of how you as a reader n.y feel about the material in }MF&SF
thle mating of fantasy and science fiction is thsoroughly inceatuous, and has
produced scme ' ‘startling offspring, Yet fcr the moment, 1let us regard these
mitant creatlions with cold objectivity; we shall see that, of thair typa, they
are excellant, Carment has already been made on the humorcus stories the mag-
azine has published, There is, din addition to this, another large group of
stories which can be cla2sgified only as whicay, and that only if the term ia
appliad to ostansibly scrious worke as well as satire,

The moat farous of these whimsical tales,of course, is Damon Knight's y¥; Hith
& Bang, Now sope, and quite reasonably, might object to the clasaification of
this grin yarn as whimay; yet, there is so patently an irmenas jJoke about the
whole situation that it is funnpy that such a nismatched man and woman should
find thensclves in such a situation, and funnier still that the nonaenaical
mores and ill-adapted sex code of the twentieth century should destroy mankind,

Out of 182 totel stories, MFESF has puolished 82 yarns which may reasonably
(that is to say, within the all-emlLracing framework of this writer's definit-
ion, and the less strict definition of Boucher and i'cComas) be classified as
ecience fiction., A lot of tho best have gone unsungy a lot of praise has been
heaped on a few yarna that certainly did not deserve 1,

Among the unsung,perticular mention might be made of Arthur C. Clarke's Super-

« Clarke is rapidly becoming one of the gemuine nasters of the mature
roalistic school of sclence fiction,but here he has turned his hand corpletely
around. and made marnificent fun of scionce,and more especimlly and importantly
of armament races in general, §!aﬂgig;133 is certalnly one of the funniest
science flction storles ever written,

Another story which has never received its full share of feme may perhaps have
baen denied that fame becsuse it was published without a title, This was the
yarn by Idris Seabripght, published as the title contest story in April, 1951,
Touchingly and beautifully written, 1s is one of the bast stories ever written
on the relationship of Carthmen to a conquered race, For the record, this
writer named it Cage of farth, but (ot nowhere,

#* % %

Undoubtedly the most distingu’ehing thing about 1[FESF has been ita cover de~
signa, Looking at them laid ocut side by side,mll fifteen issnes, one is struck
firat of all by their color, and second by their ' incomprehensibility, Yet a
closer exauination produces reaults, For example, the cover on the firat issu
is undoubtedly a picture of the editors, one of them waving hello to all the
new readers, Number two 1s from the Bureau of Imaginative Zoology, and repre-
sents a certain famous writer with a story in that 3issue regarding all of the
==1001==



The M the Whit t: Ealing Studios, 1952

You've got to mee it} licet of you have dene so, I hope-=if you have, you knowv
what I mean, If you haven!t——Get going! 1 mean—-well--It's funny, for ons
thing, it'a stef, 4it's Alec Guinness, it's fest-moving British comedy-——any
one of thosn would wedge me ocut to see the thing.

Well, first off, let's look at the stery. A young chemist invents a synthetic
fiver for clothing which is immortal, wearless, dirtless, tearless and fear-
less. That's about all there is to it, Huh? Well, add a few detanils. This
chemist {CGuinness, of course) hsa been working as a laborer or janitor in sev-
eral textile mills, until somecne finds out that he's forped requisition aslips
and built himself a gipantic bem of a sort of glorified retort for distilling
the complicated organie chemicala that make up his super-orlon, PFomantic int-
ereat occura when the daughter of an industrialist (played by Joan Greemwood,
with silky hrilliance) recognizes Guinnesa after he's fired from her flance's
factory. Guinness also mixes it with a labor group, with the result that his
interests—-praomoting his invention--are at odds not only with these of the
bosses, who feel they must suppress the wonder cloth to save their industry,
but also with the desparate desire of the workers to keep their jobs making
clothea that will wear out and be replaced, ‘thia leads oventually to tha chase
for which British comedies and Guinness are so deservedly famous,

Sterling performances are turned in by, of course, Guinness and 1iss Green-
wood; 1in addition, superb character performances are done in the part of Sir
John, a cruatacean Feer who is the baron of the mill owners; ard a Danish (or
German) butler who tlorows Guinness out of ilias Greenwood's house only to be
lock out himself latcr; and a little girl who engineers Guinness' ascape
from the hands of the labor leaders.

Acting credit of another sort, and a real rave at that, must be given the
Thing-=Guinneas' still, or whatever it is, Accompanied by syncopated blurping
noises which asoon build into charming, identifying musie, it bubbles, steams,
and flickers 1lights from the ceater of a coil in such a way as to steal every
acena it entera. Furthermore, ita opportune and perfectly-timed explosions
(or lack of same) add tremendous drarcetic effect,

Favorite visual effect: Guinness escaping from the mill owners by walking
down the side of a house supported by his miracla thread, while a popeyed in-
dustrislist snashes his car watching, Favorite scene: Guinness hesitating
over signing a contract with the owners (which they wculd immediately use to
suppress the miracle), and fascinated by a penlipghter offered him to sign
with, asking "How much ink versus how much petrol?"

If you didn't miss it, see it apain,
-=1011-~



To begin with | should state.that the old Dweller In the Gar-
age has more or less retired from book seilling, his Best Cellars
are now devoted to trophlest shrunken heads of editors who have
tailed to meet ‘their monthly thousandollar quota of purchases from
his Agency. Also, | have semlaotficially retlred 4rom fan-colymn=-
Ing, but have bean lured back Into quarterly print by Editer Kon-
lgsberg, whoie suave persuasive powers would melt an lceberg. To
quote a recent telephonlconversation. "Ackerman, all the edges In
Shangri-LA are golng to be Justlfled (l.e., even-edged) this Issue
--but If you cut your aown steacll vyou'!ll have to provide your own
justiflcatlon for vour column!® | wonder 14 he meant by that what
| think you think he meant by thatied

' Avciorially speakling among
the Angelefios, don't miss "3tar, Bright" 1a the July Qflagv by our
bright new llar, Mark Clifton. Mark's Ast inqg story, “what
Have | Donei" |s already marked 4or “ard cover in a kandomthology.
And we think Gordon Dewey's "The Tooth" tops the August fsy & Sgi
Flc lsllck news: BoMcCo's mag is going monthlyl)

Campbell has Just
fakcn 11,500 -ds. worth of Olck deriile (Ceclil B's gonl: watch tor
"Satety Valve" AE van VYoqt Is worting on two novels tor Simon &
Schuster, while B, Mayne Hull has TV Interest In two of her Artour
Blord storles., kay 8Sradbury will have an Interplanetary Chrisimas
story In the Xmas és;uirc% {He tralns north In the near tuture 'to
conduct a 3-day semlnar In' short story writing, with emphasis on
the tantesy form, at Mills Colleqe. And-~boys--MIl{s 1s an all-
glrl institutionl] Our «vattrocchl {s 1a the CUrrcni qJJ°H dlng,
with Wallace coming up In Gj|1xy. Evans In § tasy. eynolds
1n IF, Bloodsfonc In Apazin ernhyter and arc and Jacobs In
Yortex, Byrne ngcr Uorlg Hart In Pl ci. Bcaumoni In Imagl-
fa n, hnrlngcr n 3t ing, Magill In IF, Saphro In PI:: E
Phillips & Wolf 1n IF, and Rris Neville's “Man with the Fine Mind
has just be:n'purchascd by Zltt-Davis! bl-monthly FANTASTIC. Read
LA auvthors 41or the best tr¢rom the Wes t!

-
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Under the gleaming softness of the thurbite reflector, Elder Sprite sat bhapplly
eontemplating tha faces before him, He tappod sofily on the table, coughed
daintily and then bepan, "In the name of the Wost Arusa Scientific Federated
Scciatiés, I call this 832nd nmeetin~ to order, In viow of the unusual axperia-
ment we are to participate in thils cvening, the chair will entertain a motion
that the usual order of busiross be suspended.®

®] so move,®" Ron Juan called from a far corner, "Second,® added 0, O. Phd,

"All in favor please raise your hands,® Flder counted, "One, two, three, mmm,
eight, mmmn, thirteen, ommymmn, twenty=cne in favor, Mundane and Random Thought
abstaining, Motion carried, e will, however, hear the treasurer's repert, L.
Major Premise, please.,"

"There is exactly about 14} crodits in the tressury,® L. Major Premise lookad
unhappy at the thoughtful scowls alout him,

"Never mind, Elder Sprite smiled, "Soon our coffers will be overflowing, Far
the past eighteen years we have teen neeting here each week, Fev are left of
the ariginal handful that started "Project Past lMachine" so quietly in 2434,.
Yat the ardor they instilled into the HASFS has never diminished. In spite of
petty differences, internal atrife, jéalousies and personality clashes tha't are
inharent in any scientific proup, we have continued to work throughout for the
common good, Tomight, after all these years of patiant effort, we esre going te

, tast our 'Past liachine', go into time past, senatch fron there both sigh't anc
‘sound, and reley it to the wispite screen you see before me on the table, Are

there any last queations before we begin? Yes?? He nodded to Vague Concept,

"Are we using the wispite 5} or &f, because, you ses, if we are using tha &%, !
have a theory that=-wsll, you seeé==that i1f==it!g—at

"We've been over all that before, Let's get on with the experiment."” Phannisl
Grouper's voice was sharp, :
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"The younger sclentists never get a chance to express themselves,” an undiatin-
guishatle voice murbled from the left corner of the roanm,

Zlder tapped softly on the table again, “Senior Ccientist X. Marks Pott and
Junior Scientiat Raucous laughter will now make the final adjustments, While
thay do so, however, I wiah to say a few more words,

PLICIEPR

l 5
"Fellow mcientists, if wa are successful this evening, we will be able to see
and hear into a vorld 500 years gone—back to 1952——only a few decades before
the atomic holocaust that destroyed all civilization, Unparalleled fame will
be our reward if we succeed 1in brirnsing cur fellow men a trus picture of the
marnars and morea of those seemlnqgly lost daye. Il wo fall, we always have
eighteen more years to devote to this golfless taik,"

The next fifteen minutes were a hushed intemsity of work. As X. Marks and Rau-
cous directed, busy hands made connections, turnad knobs, pressed levers, de-
pressed controls, and set dials. Slowly, tho olack wispite circle lightened,
Mundane fidjeted with a porquite knob, Hhauccus adjusted a loose moralium rod.
Phannish twistad a grunionated dial upward until it would go nc further., The
circle became grey, then murky white, Dark spots danced on the wispite. Sweat
danced on the forel:eads of the sclantists,

Suddenly, as the minimizer reached maximr irtensity and the maximizer dwindled
to mero, a clear and startling picture saprang to 1ife on the sereen, 0. O, FPhd
gasped, then let out a long-drawn sigh, X, Iiarks heaitated, then pulled the
leve: marked "Audion". The -nchine sguttered a moment, the picture wobbled,
cleared, and the room abruptly filled with sound.

%, . ., yet these hydrocen atoms supposedly created out of nothing in space form
the=-" The apeaksr was interrupted by a shout on his right,

"Ridiculous! That theory h:as tean subiected to caroful serutiny by such lead-
ing astronomers and acientists as’ R, S. Richardscn a-d Ceorpe Gamow, and they
discount the whole thing., And JI~—" Tha machine sputtered for a momant, and
anxious hearts sent silent prayers to the Great God Void,

The sound faded in, "--the most practical theory to explain the 'red shift' is
the expanding universe theaory, After all, 1it is practical to assume that all
galaxiea recede from us with a specd that increasea with thloir distance from
us,"

"Isn't that the Dappler effect?" inquirod another voice.

"Yeah," he vas answered by a elouched fi~ure soated at one end of the room.
"But did you over comsider that the 'red shift' night te explained by the fact
that the enargy loss in light ig a functioa of the distance it travels, and so
the==F Again the machine dirmod cut arj sputtared to a stop,

A babel of voices lifted in the kot recm, Z1der tavped anew. "Friends, 5;...,,'
His tone rose to mild command, "We aro cortairly the fortunate witnesses of a
meeting of select scientists of their day."™ He “eran to oulver with suppressed
exciteront, "While the machine 1s bLeing repalred” (he cast an anxious eye on
the silent, dark screen), "I wish ic instruct L. 'ajor Premise to keep exact
chronoscopic notes of everytilng we seo ard hear. This will revolutionize his-
tory. Al last our efforts have oarne fruit, This will put an end to the sly
innuendo that our fellow resoarchers in the ASTS have been making. Hhat has the
Amateur Sclantific Prognosticatars Society to compars with this®® Applause
greeted his words,
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The soft mm of the machina sileiced the group. Azain they scanned the wispite
circle easerly as the pilcturo re-{ormed, [- A 8light, dark figure was speaking
rapidly and earncstly, !fe vcved a saoking white tube in his right hand as he
spoke, "It was incredible,” he said, ®Thore, on the dead man's back, betwesn
his shoulder blader, wam a soft, wdulnting, pulalng rnrs, ¥ liye! Bef-
ore their astonished eyoe, it ficved from tho body, Vita difficulty they capt-
ured it in a container. The probiom waa to find ocut what 1t was, 1f 1t had any
intelligence, and where it came frac, as it was obwviously extraterrestrial in

origin, From thare on—" The scene faeded once core,

Another half hour went by as the frantiec WACFS members coaxsd their brainchild
back to functienirg, 1. !fjor Premize grivpod his chronoscope in both hands
arain and vaited as thc mackine bozan to glow. A slim fipure on the screen was
addressing tha grewm. “=loc I=ith realiy cere up with scme fabulous weapons
in the battle batween tha Tarrosirigls ord tae Nervians, If 1 remenbsr corr-
ectly, the warship Buisze wac equipoad with non-ferrcus, ultra=-scracned bemm
di-igible torpodoes; prantrating rays; o violet'! field; allotropie iron atemie
bonbe; (the UASFS s:ientists s'mdderod) penatrating gapes of all sorts, corra-
sives and absolutely iudestructible azrxr-plorcing projactiles, Who elss has
been atle i natch chat?!

"Hell," he was answnr~d by a small, fair, almost child-like figure half-hi”lan
in a corner, "lacilton didn't cdo so bud in the battle between the gprouut sturc-
kingdoms, They had the Disrupler, scurirt transanission on their scraupler uedo,
and invasion by steieo-im2pes, 1hgl was a dilly.®

A femsle firure, bnrely distinpguishable frem the relos Ly bLer dresa, raised one
hand toward ihe desr in front of the room. the ran aceaued cesually therocn
sniled for hor to spcak. PIt na; nct bo as gpectacular, but I prefer the way
Van solved his alien life-Sern proulems with psychalogical weapons,™

"Aw, he couldn't croate ther, that's wh, /3 for mo," a stocky, swart man said,
fgive ma a ninth-ordor hyperspaco drive, a time-verp o two, a fuel made of the
dust of a metnl henvier than plutoniun or U=235, and--" Umaccountably thLe aentire
group fron the past began to laush uproaripusly. The vclumo of noixe raverbor—
ated through the "Past kachine", and, as ti.s last echo died, the wispits screen
gave a convulaive, agonizing ohudder a.d shotterod inte infinitoness,

With ashcen faoces the WASFSers looked at their machine, X . larks wept openly,
while Raucous wrung his hancs in despair, ‘lundare and Pandom Thought clutched
each other in unspoker -ricf, With grave faces they faced their leader, With
dignity, Elder roauwrod iids coat, 'Iis weice wes soft in aorrow,

*We hnve not failed, This is only a tenporary setbaclk, In am certain that
ve will again be able to rosuie cur exporinents when we have anough in t ke
treasury to make another wizpita screo., But, in all fairness to ourselves,vwe
should enter in our zinutes that on this day, June 18, 2452, we were able, wiih
our own dovolopod 'Iast Hachine' to see and hear a meeting of distinguished nen
and vomon scientinsta of their day.

¥It is too socan to caoke an evaluation raticnally eof their etate of culture ed
science fron what we have witnessed. All the recarded naterial will be su.b=-
jected to the closest scrutiny and deepest study by the Sorior and Junior Sei =
entista in conjunction with the Executive Board, and wien a daocision is made as®
to 1ts meaning, it will be referred to the membershlp ct lorne for a vots, I
ask you all to keep thin experi-ent as a Society cacret for the present, Thank
you all for your excellent cooperaiion. The 832nd :neeting aof the HWASFS ia
herely adjocurned.” ‘
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1. Critic of the Camera

Department

The accassion of Ed Clinton to the directorship of the LASFS cane, apparent=
ly, 1ike a nova burstins over tho Socleiy., llere was a quiet, thouchtful-loak-
ing 1ittle guy ir horn rims and long hair, who, except for a few carefully-
vworded reviews delivered at the ciub, a couple of round-tabvle discussions,
and a critical article in this paz under a ps>xoaynm, bad not distinguished
himself in the yakeand=hassle that id club 1ife, ard had seldom epckon up in
arguuents; yet, in hie first few wee:ss of piloting LASTS, he displayed rermark-
able virtuosity and energy. It was surprising, to us at least, to sce the oy
vwork 5o hard and coma up with such pgood meetings, who, just a few weeks before
had been pretty much of an iniocont byatander,

The reason was not far to seek, [ltliough a stef reader of somo fourteen years
and a fan for tea, Ed doesn't parade hirselfs-he covers his flidkering genius
with a bushel basket at almoat all tires, We Lcafyd him, one meeting samaweeks
beforo he became dirsctor, parry Forry's "How about a pook review? You have
been reading onough—" with a shy "Well, uh..," and no réview,

"1 hate to be asled to review somethin: someone 1ikes, ' and $hen have to pan
it," he began recently, and then went on to praise the book to th® skies. His
spproach, we find, is often like this; the scft—shoe, or step-oneno~ioes at-
titude, ve night call it, But when 2d pets wowd up, the soft shoes are equal-
ly often traded for stecl=toed boots: witinoss "Centleman, there is a nonster
in our midst..." from a critique of cne of our self-styled good bagazines,

Behind the careful wording and the pounce-with=both-feut lie mucih research and
thought; his proncuncementa don't come off the cuff, but are written end read
aloud, They are quite similar to papers delivered before a technical sociaty,

and, like such papers, ara not infrequently reprinted; several hava appenred
in this magazine,

Ed puts the time it's worth into his fan activities; and for him, it's e lot,
We asiked him how much time he spent as LASFS directar; "Outslde of Thursdays,
it used to take up about two evenings a week," was tha anawor, And the product



for our money, was vorth every ninute,

Before he came to LASFS, E4 Clinton was of course born (7:10 am, Feb, 20,1926)
educated (Cal, History major) and so cn, The "so on" includes starting a pub-
lishing house (Trover Hall, in San Francisco, claimed the honor of bheing the
second straighteTantasy publisher, produced one book and then folded), writing
a book of short atories for Trover Hall, titled ®"Puzzle Bax," which now exists
only in the hands of s few elite collectars, and on the top shelf of the Clin-
ton closet, and producing the first five minutea of a puppetoon-style fantasy
film, His accomplice in these eunterprises was a lawyer-fan named George Leon®
who in addition to co-sponsoring the swindles, drew the cover for Puzzle Box.

"I made a lot of mistekds then that I wouldn't and won't now,"™ says Ed, "but I
don't regret any of it," He lives now in sober splendor in a walk-up flat with
Audrey, his wife; in typical fan style they announced thelr coming wedding on
the same night Ed was nominated for director, E3& has, by our standards, more
than the usual mmber of bookcases and orange haxes full of stef books and old
Astoundings; the wall gbove his desk is plastered with about the normal number
of Bonestell reprints, stills from stefilms, and papes from the Gnome faniasy
calendar; but his living room boasts that gen of ga=s, a Bonestell original,
which Audrey acquiryed at the Vestercon a couple of yoars back,

"I'n a conservative in #¢ience fiction," ©d tells us, and goes on to explain:

neither a shunner of aloha goirte nor, in his rewding, an old-t y

for the good 0ld Gernsback day®, he sinply likes Canptell and ﬁ::u;};:nieu;:
amount of brazen ballyico, to nar®® one, or suitle sophistication. = to nam: an-—
othar approach from the now nacazin®®, W11 woo hin away from ;M pPlauaible
sturdily-written, scio:tificelly Lased Atory, ummarred by touches of "new wrie
ting®, screwball philcaopiies and this-r:#§~not-happen, Paradaxically encugh
Ed has been an adrirer of Iubbard's storios £ a long time, Hal Clement, how-
over, is his favorite; his article on Clement is coming up in SF Advertiser,

A8 a missionary of fandom, Clinton 4isn't doing 8o vell thease days A

charge of thea Camera Dept. at !y Ce, Downtown; we want in to fig -m.::-:’ﬂht;.rj'n
long ha's baen a fan, and imediately another salesman, Norm Silverman, began
raazing us ghout "Buck Rogers”. A few nimutes later, he began talkiné about
the degeneracy of current stef.as compared to ths past ten years, and we div.
ined that ¥4 had been trying to sell hinm on the stuff, No sele. Silverman, by
the vay, is the artist of [A's partrait at the head of this article, -

On the subject of LASFS, Ed waxcs volublo, determined, and mili

tant, *®
the club, That's why I'm a mesbor, Noth:l.x’xr irks mo q:.t.i.te B0 much a.; thz aﬁ::
tude in the minds, or in the words, at least, of scne members that caming to
meetings is only a habit, not a ploasure.” Feuds, business reetinps, and con-
atitutiom_ to the contrary, Id tidoks LASFS is here to stay, ’

Ed and Audrey edited the last issue of Sia-zy. Any theories that Ed ia an old
fuddy-duddy, an arch-corzervative, or anytliing of the sort (he . occasianally
20mits to the sacond classification, sayin; he's for Taft) were  thrown into
confusion. Hade up in the form of an anphisoasna, the heads wera labeled res—
pectively ®The Lizhter Side" and "The Sober Side", Plited by Audrey and Ed

the zine was bright and joyful even ia its scberest pages. Innovation follo:-
wed eccentricity in a dazeling show that nade tha mag glow like a first issue.

Looking cver our shoulder, our subject Just added some more bits of interest

totour vi;; of hiu vor:atiles life; Ha reads % collected
(¢} aid acquired most of his s g
club: he got% copies free! - i ._l.:?;ﬂ‘
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Bocks cf the

Bleiler-Dikty-~Imagination Unlimited
Bleiler=Dikty==Yesurs Best S F Novela

Blish ==Jack of Eagles
Caldwell =-Dovil!s Advocate
Campbell ==Astounding Antholo(y
Campbell —Lloak of Aesir
Clarke ==Exploration of Space
Clarke =-Sanda of liars
Cody —=The Witching Night
del Rey —|a~ooned on liars
Derleth w=;!light's Yawninz Peal
Gilnore ==Space lawk
Gold ~Calaxy leadsr of 3.F.
Gray ~=lYirder in 14llenium
'ps
Greenberg ~~Five S, F. llovela
Harvey -=Arm of lirs. Cgan and
Othars

Howard ==Sword of Conan
Hunter —=Find the Feathared

- Serpent
Hyams =538
Jonas w=Son of the Stars
Kallar ~alea Fron Undorwood
Kornhluth ~~Takeoff
Latham =="'ive Arainat Verus
Langyel ==Tha Aton Clock (play)
Lesaer =—Larthbound
levias =-7he l1dessing Years
Neill ==Tha Clecant Vlitch
Padgett ~=Jlobots Have lloc Talls
Simak =City
Sohl ~~The Haploide
Stern —_idolon
Stevens -=iaads of Cerberus
Taine =(:raen Fire (reprint)
van Vort ~Cadtination Universe
van Yot - d::0d jien
van Yogt -i/gapon liakers

Bock Reviews

1 by C. i, Kornhluth, is the
slickest exanple of the hardboiled
detactive formula used as a science-
fiction yarn 1 have yet seen, The
stary is full of private eye cliches
and yet it turna ouwt tc be fairly
good 's-f in-spite of itmelf, It's
about a young enginoer who, fired
from the A, E. C. for violent insube
ordi:ation,is hired by the "American
Society for Space Flight,"an amateur
rocket society with finanoces worthy
of a large corporation, to put the
finishing touches on their fullscale
"-odel® rocket ship. Vhen our man
becoues suspleious of the aetup and
tries to get tho loeal A.E.,C. repre=
sertative intcrasted, the rat-race
really tlerins 4n earnsst, If you
oan stand ths preaching in this yarn
(which is dedicated to the proposi-
ion that vhatever the tUnited States
goverment does 4s &1l fouled up
1ike Horan's goat) you'll enjoy this
fagt-moving yr.rn. Doubleday, %2.75.
—Dave Fox

m of mwmc Clarke:

nany respecta an expanded and
fictionalinod croup of oxtracts from
his non=fiction of §h§_gg
Sn - ie Iy or
end ESE Erggterhed by the {fimm
grasp of facts that has come to be
Ciarke's hallmark, Using as before
the vehicle of the irnocent---almost
—bystandar, Clarke injects scienti=-
fic data with & savoir falre that
uould enbarass Heinlein, Gnane, U2.75
==Anthony lMore
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Book Reviews (-ont.)

W by A. L. Ven Vogt is an anthclegy of ten of Van Vogil's
short s 08 novelettea, Several of these are repriata, which seexs in-
evitable nowadays, and some, wo suspect, are re = reprinta, This, however,
detraocts in no way from the excelloncea of the individuanl stories ,. Included

F ;gﬂmu. i1 1 A [] and
E' Iv is iﬁﬁgg to note t nt,nﬂ;zno ﬂt&?\:m‘f %gg-.ﬁtua on may

be: that Yan involves his characters in, they seldom if ever resort to viole
ence, Consequently, -the .stories could not be .furthsr . removed from the "thud
—and=blunder® school, tut they lose nothing in well-paced action and suspense,
Unfartunately, at tinmes van Vogt tends to get too involved in hla stories to
* suit this reviewer, amd cccasionally we get the irpression that Van himself is
not too sure where he is in hia plot. ilowover, the ‘stories in this anthology
seen to have bedn galected with an eyes to clarity of plot. In btrief, -
ation: Universe! gows on this reviewer's recormended list, -——Leigh Randa

purder in Idllenins VI by Curme Gray is one of the most puzzling books that
this reviewer has e¢ver rend, Clearly sciance-fiction=——or 1s it?—-the style of
the writing, the characturs which inhabit li{llenium VI, the socisty of that
world, and the intricate way in which the author shifts the viewpoint of the
story, ' o.early class this volure 2= one of the weirdest to hit the parket for
.many a year, Tha society of that far—off time bears a resecblance, I am told,
to that of Ancient Egypt, .It is & hierarchical matriarchy whose pecple have
their physical wants attended to in so thorough a fashion by their mechanized
. mervants that the very kuowledge of death is to ther a surprising and shocking
thing, As for murder,,.,...? One thing which atruck me as interesting was the
distinction which the author malkes bétween clairvoyance and telepathy, both,
by the way, mechanized, Tho book caannol bo recormended unreservedly for pur-
chasae, but it merits inspection, Dy the way, Anthony Boucher is reported to
have said that the book was not worthy of reviow, T8k, =--farle Princeton

%M by Robert E;-lloward is weird adventure-fantasy at itz best, For
hose who care for thia type of story, the beook is well worth adding to their
library. Ffor sheer bloodthiratiness ard swasibbuckling adventure, no one, in
this roviewsr's opizion, has ever been able to aurpass Howard, The book is
part of a seriesa published by Gnaze Presa, vhich sventunlly plans to have the
entire Conan saga between hard covers. TNecounting of the plot is pointless ,
since it involves a succession of captures and escapes, intrigue and violence,
black magic and sex, wild delbauchery and physical privation, If this.recap of
the elements which make up the book does not whet your fancy, it should at
least tickle.your' ocuriosify-={or along with all this is oome extremely fine
writing, indesd. 1In the opinion of many, F..Schuyler ililler, for instance,
the Conan tales of Howard aro clasaics, --DUph Konigsberg

by Clifford Simak is a study of the probable future of ran as it might be
should the developrent of technolory make possible the ultimate decentraliza-
tion, The bock's first story (yes, this is a collection of shorts—well tied
together, though) dintroduces the rasder to the beginning of the procesa arnd,
after a few more sharts, develops a second theme, that of the development of
intalligence and speech in dogs. From there on Simak builds up an animal and
robot society based upon the Jainist philosophy, that of absolute reverence
for life, This, of course, leadd to scms physical inconsietencies which Simak
does not sguare away, Indesd, the insistence of that philosophy that 1life is

{contimued on p, 10111)



EETEELRY RC FHE EDRECOKR

May 14, 1952
Dear Parry:

Thanks very very rmuch for the collection of the LA fanzina, I've taken the time
to read seversl, although not all, and I'm tremendously impressed with the verve
and activity in then., Please put me down as a constant subscribar, assoclate
member, or whataver it takes to contimue getting then—and, of course, bill me.

Hain purpose of this letter is to comment specifically on Anthony licre's A PHIL-
OSOFHY OF SCIEICE FICTION 4in the December '51 issue, Now this 1s precisely the
kind of stuff I need. lhere ia science fiction going? The nore I read of it,
the more come confused as to just what is wanted by the editors, and why do
they want it? An article, such as More's clarifies a rood deal for me, as well
as volcing almost item for item my own opiniom,

Quoting from a letter I recently wrote Horace Gold, "There is one thing in your
present policy of holding down to the perscnal conflict which raises a question
in my nind. Spealdng not as a writer, vho is willing to try whatever his dear
old editor wents him to do, but as a fan--I personally like the scell of space,
the cosmic awesomeness, the chill of an alien bteing, T like that thread of
strange incomprehenaibility. While I react against the horse opera turned out
to space, I hope we do not abandon the grandeur and vastness of time and cosmos,
We need for aclance fiction to grow more mature through better handling of psy-
chological conflict, but we need to keep the action apainat a vast backdrop., I
hope we will not turn our backs soc far on space gpgra that we will forget
space,”

In reading liore's article, a wonderfully thou;htful plece, I see wherea Frank Q .
also says, "We are losing the grander sense that s-f is so capable of express=
ing."

If you ever have a maeting devoted to the subject of "Where is sclence fiction
going?", please invite me, That's the subject I want to hear discussed, I
wouldn't have much to contribute, because I don't kmow, But I surely would 1like

to find out what others, who have been more active in writing and fanden than I,
do think,

Again, thanks for your thoughtfulness in sending along the sines, I haven't any
of the.collsctor instinct in me, 80 I rather think I should return them to you
vhen I've finished reading them, for you to send on to somoone else, What a
pleasure to bs even locsely and ramotely comnected with tho club!

Besat,

lark Clifton
(Editor's note: liark Clifton is the author of the atories "jhat Have I Done",

which r;cently appeared in Astounding, and "Star, Bright", which appeared in
Galaxy,
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A story like that comes once in a lifetire,

# N

Among their fancies, the editors of MFESF have a particular feeling for items
of historicel intcrast, Thus, as a part of their reprint selections, they ere
continually dipping into the far past of science fiction and coming up with
something which, nine times out of ten, 28 as dull as it is historically in-
1tere33é§ Sometines they come up with something that certainly ien't fantaey

d herdly be clessified as science fiction—=such as the Thurber fable
and the I, E, Hala "world of 1f" tale,

Quite often one'geta the imprassion one is reading a textboock on the history
of science fiction, Like when thoy used to me%e us read all the dullest poss=
ible classlcs in junior high schocl Engliah courses,

Nix.

Some weecks back, LASFS director Forrest Ackerman  said, by way of starting a
discussion, that we would now "talk on the subject of ," meaning of course
love by Richard Wileon in the ten-current ieaue of ifF

The diascusaion vhich ensued was primarily futile, but it is not futlle to com-
ment on the appearance of Igve in a sclence-fiction magazine, .

Uniike Q14 llan H ye was not aclence fictien, It was, in fact
strikingly unoriginal, since the idea embraced was a lot older than science
fiction, Inmofar as the basic plot of the story was concerned, it made utier=
ly no difference whather the characters were a blind girl and a Martien, a
blind girl end an ugly man, or a blind girl and a Negro, ete, By aticking the
plot onto a pseudo=Bcienca-fiction backpround, WVilson manaped to satisfy
Boucher=ll{cComas! yearning for the suprenely litorate in the field of science
fiction, This writer would buy the ladiea' if he wanted to read
that kind of material—=which hed nothinﬂ to do with whether it was good wr_t-

ing o not.

However, the main issue to be taken with the story is a basic one, in fact one
of the prime pointa cf contention on the Maciance-fictiea" appearing, with
notabla exceptions, in IFéSF, Uithout atie:pting a definitien of sciance fin-
tion, let us say nonetheless that the scientific method and attitude, at least
to scme degree, should be applied by the writer,

How mature is a science fiction which assumes that the saxual response pat-
terns of two totallye=totel ye=different organisms could tally, or, granting
that the general phyaic giructure of the twe biologic forms might be very
gimilar, would for a mament tolerate the idea that the saexual mechanics of two
beings which had evolved totally independently and in totally different envir-
onments might possible pernit of mating? How mature is a science fictlon which
is concernsd only with the verbal abetractions of a aituation, that pays not
the alightest attention to suhbsesgquent scientific facts, Datair thia girl never
saw in her life, In science fiction, the actual form her reaction to seeing
takes would be of prime importance, The emotional problem, therefore, rmust be
treated with this scientific fact in mind, That is the difference betwaeen
science fiction and non~science fiction, Is 1t not strange that, in truth,
scienca fiction deals with the realities of aituations, whereas non-sclence
fiction usually deals with the non-real;tiea? '
" N
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i - £ 1952
of fifteen stories s 1ssue, oight are “"science fiction", and two of
<hesa latter are reprinta,)

Choice by Alfred Bester: In tho words of the editors, this is "a
superlative variation on a classic themo", In actuality, it is a reminder that
other azes were not sc golden as they are reputed., It is not particularly su-
perlative, and, 1like 8o many of tho storles in MNFLEF, it is a variation on a
thene only in the aense of being marginalia: blown-up shavings from the edges
of sclence-fictional concepts. llice and light,

%P %ﬁﬂl by G. Gordon Dewey: While this is undcubltedly tho best s-f story in
'@ issue, nonetheless it appears in |[™SF because it offers the one thing
that Boucher and McComas seem unable to rosist—a cute gimmick, The is
told in reverse; otherwise there would be no stcry (which of coursa nakes no
differense, since the construction of a story iz a part of its effactiveness),

mm by Antnony Boucher: This one is a reprint, and, like all too
many o raprinta, is entirely too recent to merit repcinting. ~Fin-

ger Jagk is one of those [FISF stories that is science fiction o in tae
most general sense, Actually it is a fable, placed against a typical scimce
fiction background, In truth, 4t is an exceedingly furny story, and there
should be no objaction at all to its inclusion in an s~f publication, Tha
troubla 1s, thore are entiruly too many of the bouncy little light-weights in
MF&EF, Frivolous is the word.

W by Caren Drusai: Another nev wvriter, IMFISP has done a lot
or the field in bWringing into print new writers. This story, the editors
feel, 18 "appealingly offtrail®, I guess 8o, lore lightweight frivolity.

ihe Sline by Richard fAshby: An amusing idoa, rather poorly written, Takes
miraly too long to get going, dawdles, gets involved in side 1issues, and
aftcr all is said and done, isn't a particularly novel idea, and certainly is
not the effective political satire the blurb indicates.

Listen by Gordon R, Dickson: Ixceedingly well-written, it is of a type that
aPpoars quite regularly in {F&SF, Here i1s enother variation on the Earthman-
econquerad people relationship, lessrs, Bouchor end licComas seem to have a
fixation on this point, Here azain the naaty old Tartliwn are nessing up an
incffensive civilization, Particularly annoying, and typlical of }FESF: all
that matters is the theme; there ie
no attention to background detail.
Heinlein would never sell to liFEESF,

uﬁ ﬂ%u by Dan Kelly and Cleve
(Etni 1 Well encugh dons, vorita-
bles fantasy, Hasn't thls idoa boen
used before? The usual snap ending,

the Heur of lo by E. 2., White:
A reprint?r e New Yorker, TIead
the New Yorker instead of MF(EF,This
is simply a rypical New Yorkor jolke
which happens to make use of tuo o-f
concept of the mechanical brain,
Trite, obvious, and another 1n the
long and apparently endleas 1line of
1F&SF chuckle apacials, liot science
fiction,
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A thoroughly typical issue, MPZEF may be the top fantasy magasine-~this writer
bears no particular opinions on fantasy. It 1is ons of the top sacience
fiction nagazines, for the matoriel which it publishes under that label, while
usually well-written, highly literate, and clever as hell, 4s as light and
frothy as the foam on a bubhle bath, and stands or falla, almcat without ex-
ception, on the clevernesa of its theme and the trickiness of its axecutian,
The aimple truth is that this is the iagazine of Fantasy and no more, and the
appendage of  "and Solence Fiction"™ is jumt a lute., Outspoken admirers of
August Derleth, Boucher and l{cComas alsmo regard sclence fiction as only a
branch of fantasy, and are producing a highly competent magazine of a rarti-
: cular and specific type one:would expect of individuals holding that opinion
of science fiction in mind., 4 continuing oompendiun of marpinalia and hist-
orical interest, 1FZSF, .whila once Ih its lifetime might produce an 01d Man

W vill naver produce a leinlein or van Vogt, a jlerves or a oev con-
cept, is inatead a magacine of fablea for mrowvn—urs,

Book ﬂeviewls (cont.)

sacred leads to a rather depressing note at the end of the book, The ants are
taking over. (Ploase note, however, that while the atcries themselves end in
futility, there is no sign of this in tho introcduetion and the antr'act com
odies which form so delightful a part of ths book,) Might I mention in pase-
ing that Simak also weaves in the "lcpar®™ 1life {form of Jupiter, a theory of
multi-dimensional universes, disocourses on robot psychology, and supernmen ,
Pratty good book, and publishod by Cnome Press, which 1s doing right well for
iteelf nowadays, '
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Publisting fcont.)

Open on the desk is a large
loosaeleafl notebook with stand-
ard blanks for paating up
pacos, Beside it are the gal=-
leys from the typesettera, He
cuts it up and fits it., When
he gato done. he'll send the
raste job to the typesetters ,
they will aet the lines of
type into the frames, and then
the mats can ba rade, Before
the mats are nade up,’ though,
the pares will be run off on a
hand preas,and tue page proafs
gent to the editor for proof=
reading, and after that thera
are the correctians, And the
deadline's just a week away,
dam.itu

It's 4130, He sticks the pasting he's finished into a larpe envelope with the
typesetter's address already printed on it, and drops it into the out basket,

A week later he relaxes, l!e nmat the decdlino., Wedneadsy, He takes ten manu-
scripta off the pile, That leaves only 137 nore befcre he comes to Joe Green-
horn'e atory, He sits down and slits ten flaps, throwa the letters into the
wastebasket without readin; ther, They're all too long anyway and to hell with
them, The stories are no damn cood,

Taks the firat one. It opens:

The half moon of Callisto came up over the jacped spires of Crescenti liountain
on ths equator of Ganymede, casting sharp white shadows thet bit into the dark-
ness, hinting at the danger that lurked there,

God, what crap, What's the ending?

Jan took Evelyn into his arns and drev har close, It had been a tough battle.
But now=~her breast pressed erainst his nakoed bhairy chest in surrender, The
danpger was over. Or wes it? Love held its dangers too, PRecklessly he kiased
her, feelin her body respond.

Not such a helluva bad ending., He thunbs throuch the story., God, what a lot
of blocks! (A bloek is a long paragraph.) lidpht be a good story, if it was
chopped up, The hell with it, He sticks it in the return envelope and toases
it in the out basket, At 4130 the out basket holds nine envelopes, One story
looked good enough to read. Teco damned tired today, thoug'i,

Two weeks later Joe Greenhorn's envelope is two feet up in the air, Underneath
it are staries that came in since his did. Tke poze proofs are being rushed
out, Also, there's the next issue to figure cut, Let's ses,..

He goes to the files and takes out three short stories,then apends twenty mine
utes doing arithmetic on length of novelettes to pget the ripht wordage for the
nagazine, It works out okey, roughly, He takes an envalope with the typeset-
ter's name printed orn it and shoves the plle of mamiscripts into it and tosses



it into the out basket, That tokea care of the next iasue, FHe puts the cards
for those stories in the active file for that issue, taking them off{ inventory.
Inventory's too darn big now anyway., Any dey the ownor will glve orders to cut
down,

Three days later the page proofs are out of the way. Hothing to do now for that
issus, Get same of the damon sludhpile out of the way, Joe Greenhorn's envelope
cames out with fifteen others and [oes into a briefcase to be taken home that
night, At midnight, bleary-eyed, the editor takeas it out of the envelopa,

iy -

Get to bed! his wife shouts, Shut up, the editor shouts, He almost tears the
first sheet in his fit of anger, then squints at it over his cold ham sandwich,
funbies for his coffea, and almost spills it on the whole damn manuacript,

Thlblllggbb lifted one of his heads cautiously, he reads, and peered over the
vertebra of the Thlll-eix: across the red sands of Mars, Obh hell, another Edgar
Rice Burroughs, What's the ending? He reads, Jan took Evelyn into his arms
and drew her closae, It had beer a tough battle, God, vhy don't they mimec-
graph those endings? Save typing them ocut for every story. To hell with it.
lla shoves it in the return envelope, Are you coning to bad? his vife acreams,

The job of an editar is nervewrackisg, "is treatment of incocing maruscripts
lies scmavhere botwoen the two extremes I've painted here, Where it llaa var-
les depending on mood, s8ize of the inventory, and fifty-seven other factors,
Sometimes it reaches one or the other extreme in actuality, although very sel=-
dom. And it dopoids on the elitor. Campbell 1s lmown tc have spent more time
with a writer giving 1iaatrictions on rewrite than it would take to write the
story himself, Gold has o couplo of people read evory atory he thinks he might
vant to buy, Lots of officea won't buy a story unless two or more readers like
the story, In sone, one man reads and decides what to buy,

Aside from sclocticn of atorioes to tuy, the editor's job i1s purely technical.
The bought starios go into filing cablinots with their carda, Geld spondas hours
and days balancing the contents of an issue as to sutject matter of stories. So
do scme of the others, The manuscripts are sent to the typesetter who dces the
work, The zalleys are proofread for errors and sent back, Then, when correct=
ed, they are pasted into blank cardtoard papes that the typesetter uses to set
the type into pages. Along with that pcas tha job of putting in illustrations,

The editer's job consiate -ostly of seloction and addirz final touches., Some=
times he makos up illustration orders to give to an artist to make an i1llo fit-
ting the story, Scmetimes he ickes a cover order, but just as often he buy= a2
picture from a free-lance crtiat that would do the job. ‘'le mlsc has long talis
with artisis about his needs., Il's up to them to try to -eet then, If they do
they make sales to him, If* they don't, Le regrets wasting time on them in the
first place,

The main tools of the editor are tha arissors and the pastepot. He uses his
typewriter occasicnally to writo editorin’s, copy the letters for the 1 etter
column into a form the typesettor can handle, Hia job 18 far more exec'utlve
than roninl, The menial tesks are nmore farmed out in publishing than i:n any
other field, The typesettar, the photo-ongraver, the rrinter, and the dietri-
buting coopany handle all the work., They Lay be in the same city, or in .other
cities, It's handled Ly rmail anyway, and sc:ietimes by phone,

Hia problezn are legion. He has other executives irn the company to ocontend
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with, An art director nay differ with him on an illo. An absurd inatance is
one that happened, A cover was accepted by the editor, The art director liked
the cantral thome but not the backpround, The art’st did it over with the same
central theme and a new beckground. Then the back;rowid was okay, but the cen-
tral theme wvasn't, He used tha okayed background witli a new central theme,

The circulation figures are always bothering him.A certain issue dropped tuven=-
ty thousand in salea, Why? Tha covar? Maybe. ‘ayba not, A certain issue
jumped ten thousand in sales, Tha cover? One of the authm:n? Which one?

Deadlines plagus the editor. A printing company isn't owned by the publisher.
It does work for other publishers, too., If they don't get the mats to him on
time, he can't stall tha other publishdra. The issue will have to be skipped,
and that can't happen, It would cost as much as putting out the issue,and
bring in nothing. Also, the next issue would have a nev editor,

An editar likes two kinds of people. Writers he can rely on to write conaist-
ently good stories of required lengths, and ajents who can come up with the
eame kind of stuff on short notice,Any editor will tell you that both are hard
to find,

The average writer gets him own ideas and writes them blind, He tries ocut this
and that until he makes a sale., Than he studies what he did and tries to re-
peat it, If he succeeds, he's afraid to expariment any mors. He turna out the
same kind of stuff hq's already scld,He becomes known for that pertiailar kind
-of story. Maybe famous,

Every agent has his own idess about how to deal with an editar. Being somewhat
aoquainted with editors and agents, I have gomething of a perspective on bdth,
Editors don't 1like agents who send them storico any mss would know they den't
want ,Editors like agants who sond in stories:tlint ancwor somewhat the axpress-
ed requirements of the editor. When editcrs don't 1like an agent they get hoat—
ile about 1it,

Editors either like a writer aor they don't, If they do, they read every story
he sends in whether they bu; it or not, Until they have read a dozen in a row
they can't buy, If the editora don't like a writer, thay read his stuff so
they can taell Lim explicitly why thay couldn't buy it, (That's a loaded sent-
ance,) If the writer knows the aditor doocan't like him, and the editor knows
he knowa, he doean!t bother to read the stuff Ls seris,

*Now for sane penoralizations that hold true with fair conaistoncy. If the edi-
tor has hed your story for more than two weeks and you haven't heard from him,
he hasn't opened the envelope yet, Give him time, If you juxzp him about it,
you nay get your story back right away without it having Leen read, Unless you
are making regular sales to a specific market, don't count on selling = astory.
Don't spend the dough before you get it, Hhan you finiah a story, fijure that
it may take a year to sell it,

One last word of aivice, Con't take advice from aryora, I+'s generally no good
anyvay. Anybody that's sold a few million words can spout off authoritatively.
There are no rules, I've seen an oditor buy a story because the maruscript
locked like it had been thumbed by every other editor in the business, I've
seen one go through a stack and reject without 1lookinpg every mmmcript that
vasn't fresh,

Editora are human beinrs, GCensrally harassed ones,
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